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ALL DAY LOXG.

Ar day long the winds have whispered,
s they pussed my open door,

0 wuch voice, $0 whose sweet music

1 shall listen nevermore:

Aud they tell of white hands folded,
iior each still and peaceful breast,

And of blae eyes closed from sorrow.
[u the starless calm of rest.

All day long the rain has pattered
In a dreamy monotone,

O the roof, and whispered to me
Of u brightness that has flown;

And my heart has echoed sadly
To the patter of the rain,

While T thonght of those beloved ones
1 shall never meet again.

All dsy long my heart has murmured
U'er and o'er each tender name;
When our loved ones join the angels,
Tell me, are they called the sume?
Whisper winds, and rain drop softly
From the gray, forbidding skies,

1 wm thanking of our loved ones,
Ou the hills of Paradise.
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“O0FR STORY TELLER.
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ECCLESTON'S THANES-
GIVING.
(10X HARPERS MONTHLY.]

There was o brilliant smile on his face,
and 4 lizht jocose tone to his voice to fit
these words; but in bis eses there was a
watehful anxiety nll the time. And her
whele wanner was just as airy and sport-
wi as she replied:

“I'l thank you not to abuse my prefer-
Sir.  Mr. John Eccleston, after
threie years of seadiness, is more to my

ste than those prosy Englishmen at
Lady Russell’s and all those witty Ap-
Ulydons put together. Then Lve worn
‘M parties. . T've got beyond them, you
%" nodding at him arehly, and with an
iideseribable air of expeiglerie,

. Helaghed.  “At the age of twenty-
e, Madam, you prepare yourself to re-
Tiuee the vanities of the world. Where
fite the moly eaps? Where—" But he got
10 further. Al their airy talk came to
“@Wend us the litte maid, Kitty, thrust
]J\'lef {.‘:ﬂ\'lh'ln_\’ into the rocm.

“Shure, Murm, it’s the pipes has bust
e, and the water is n-runnin’ all over
the loor. 1 tould the man how it wounld
be whin e put thim chape fixing in, but
be wouldu't heeg me, bad Juck to him!”

The eolor rushed into Mrs. Eceleston’s
:}rh:'z?h' cheek, and her fivst thought was,

I wish it haq happened before John
it home”  But John was already
'f"'.:f-‘”"li-' guyly over it; and lsughing,

“owed Kitty into the tiny kitchen,
Whire he set himself to the task of reme-
dying the mischiet till better help ocould
bsmmoned.  He whistled and hum-
elin iy wood-humor over his work,
1...\\1' und they U.I-&kmg odd little ]“ or
'“‘}‘_ “UTe quiet fun calling out the quaint
o4ty of their odd Little maid, until Mra.

berself could not help but laugh in
Werrment,  And no sooner was this
tatier of mending over than Kitty found
"‘.‘i"?"ll other things awry—those per-
Fexing leake and cracks and breakages
}‘:..Lh ire forever occurring in s house-
I'-’lhl.'l-':\j:";lllh.] s mp“ix?.ng un'. “ymg
Lty Cvlimself as ensily as if all his
e he had been accustomed to their do-
L“- “ud undoing,  Ang AlXice, overlook-
g, langhed lightly over his binnders, or

I,

Adrp
Tl

Ipplanded hig success,  You would have
Pesupy withou!
s ted them st once to be t o

-ﬂlln\\' aof Care upon ule].r }im; but ule

.. uption would never have been more
Seorreet,

al, the sly
N shadow of more than eare
CUMEY bang over them, Much as
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John Eccleston loved his wife, and much
as she loved him, there was a fatal want
of understanding between them. Married
five yearsago in Paris, where they had
met for the first time in the same year of
their marriage, they had lived for two
years a charmed life of continental travel
At the end of the two years John Eecles-
ton, as honorable and open asthe day,
found himself, by the villainy of others,
at the end of what he imagined per-
haps an endless fortune. Instead of tarn-
ing his great talent—yes, let us frankly
say, genius to the use for which it was
destined—instead of going to work as an
artist, and painting pictures for his daily
bread, by some curions want of self-
knowledge he looked upon himeelf as
wholly unfit and unworthy for the work,
and with this underrating, he set his face
against all the great company of painters
to which he rightfully belonged, and com-
ing back to bis native land, cast about
him for other work.

His father had lived abroad so many
years that the son found he waa a stranger
in his native land, with no near or far ties
of blood to take up the dropped links.
His wife's family was in the same isolated
condition. What associations, then, were
there to bring him—this fastidious, culti-
vated gentleman—fitting employment ?
Notone. So it happered that ont of his
pride e d his humility he came down to
the place of book-keeper in the smsmll
house of Warde and Slido, importers of
china. It was a hard coming down for
Loth of them ; bat harder for John, who
was full of all kinds of chivalrie idens
about woman, and who had all his life
been able to carry them out until now.

Perhaps, if they had loved each othera
little less romantically, they might have
aceepted their new condition with much
more ease and contentment ; but they
were moulded in a delicate sensitive fash-
ion, with a good many of the rose-tints in
their soul as well as their clay-coloring,
#0 it was impossible for them to do other-
wise than they did. Thus it happened
that they made each other miserable in
many ways by little concealments and
subterfuges of affection. John, who hated
poverty honestly and heartily, and all
its long train of petty annoyances, made
pretense of gay content for Alice’s sake ;
and Alice, with the same tastes, followed
his example. Fond of social life, yet iso-
lated completely from it for three years,
he made pretense of distaste for it be-
cause he fancied that it was distasteful to
his wife in their altered way of living ;
and so it eame about thatthe two or
three men whom he had met at artists’
studios—men like Clarke Steyner, who
would have been glad to have visited him,
were never invited to do so. And Alice,
wishing all the time that John was not so
morbidly sensitive on their poverty, re-
frained from saying a word indicative of
any desire for him to bring home a friend.
Thus they played at eross each
making pretense of a state of feeling that
was unreal out of this mistaken view of
the other,

m

Clarke Steyner sat for a long time, for-
getting his bachelor’s tea, after Eccleston
had gone, looking at the sketch upon the
table. And sitting there, Valsi himself
came in. Steyner, telling him of his eall,
handed him the paper. :

“You don't mean that young Eccles-
ton did this ?*

“Ido..'

“Then what in Heaven's name does he
burrow down there'in that counting-room
for 2*

“Just what I'd like to know,” returned
Steyner, animatedly.

Valsi mused s while longer over the
little sketch, sitting with his chin dropped
E:ohishmd. By-and-by, in & musing

e

“Why don't Warde and Slido send him
to Europe for the firm? Then some of
you might give him a eommission. I'd
like to see what he'd make of the Christo
della Moneta.” i

Steyner lifted his head with a sudden,
quick movement, but said nothing : but
he evidently got a new thought which fit-

*d an old one. He brooded over it with
his tea. He smoked it in his after sup-
per pipe. He slept and dreamed npon, it.
The nest morning, meeting young Skido
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at the bank, was it accident that set him
talking of Eccleston to him ? It was care-
fal talk, not too interested ; but through
it he discovered what he wanted to know
—that John Eccleston was invaluable as
a reliable clerk, but that Warde and Slido
could not afford to send another man to
Furope, Warde himself being already
there.

“He'd make an excellent buyer; for he
has, besides an artist taste, a knowlede of

| the wants of the people. I wish we ecounld

afford to send him:but we are s new
house, you know, and our capital isn't
large,” communicated Slido.

Steyner went home with & “bee in his
bonnet.” “Tom will do it,” he said to
himself, “on my suggestion, and I'll take
the responsibility. It's the very thing.”

Tom was his brother-in-law—an ex-
tensive importer of china, 80 it is_easy to
see where the bee buzzed.

He was right. His brother-in-law was
in need of &' good buyer, and had such
ample confidence in Clarke that he
eaught gladly at the suggestion. Stey-
ner went home trinmphant, dropping a
note on his way to John Eocleston—just
s simple request that he would call as he
went up from the office that night. |

That night was the night before Thanks-
giving. . Every night for a week John
had walked through the gay and busy
crowds, noting the holiday merriment and
preparations with a fierce ache at his
heart. Once, so little while ago, he could
have spread a brilliant feast, and wel-
comed a host of brilliant friends.  Onece
he could have ransacked the splendid
shops for his Alice's birthday ; and now
he was plodding home with-out a token,
a tired and shabby man. He had tarned
the corner, and was right upon the bright
bay-window befor> he thought of his en-
gagement.

A soft light shone from the window,
and with-in there was a glint of gilding,
and the glow and warmth of many pic-
tures, and in the midst of all he saw
.Ciarke Steyner sitting, gazing idly into
the fire, full of careless, happy ense. What
s contrast it offered to the dim little
rooms and to the dreary state he daily
kept! And entering, he could not quite
conceal beneath that debonair manner
the bitter pain he felt.

Steyner, like all persons of delicate sen-
sibilities, found it difficult to approach
this matter, where he himself was the ap-
parent conferrer of a favor. 8o he put it
off by a gracions little bustle of hospitali-
ty. He touched a bell, and there appear-
ed such wine as Eceleston had not tasted
sinee those “long Italian days.” And sip-
ping slowly that delicate, airy sparkle, he
was led on into that region of enchant-
ment where Art alone reigns by the skill-
ful suggestions of his host. Either the
delicate influence of the wine, or the mag-
netism of his eompanion, or it may be
both together, carried him so far away
from the present ills and narrownees of
his lot that he gave himself up fully to
the charm, and stood revealed to Steyner
at his full mensurement of manly breadth
and culture. How rich that hour waa!
With what gentle, gracious gayety he
talked of some things ; with what tender
reverence of others, and accompanied al-
ways with an appreciation as rare as it
was genial and delighted. But the hour
passed; n neighboring clock struck, and
The wine had lost its flavor, the fire no
longer sent ont warmth snd radiance ;
thers was the chill of s cold reality about
every thing. What right had he to be
gitting here sunning himself in an atmos-
phere of esse and indulgence? . What
right, while in the little Jonely house his
Alice waited forhim? He rose withs
ﬁ‘hﬂuﬁwlhl_.ﬂn.dmﬂd!;.ﬂditm
then that Steyner began fo speak. Just
a few words, but of what import!—a few

A great red flush rose, to Eccleston’s
I' J E 3 3 & \l I h
cause. He had been abrupt and patron-
izing in his offer, perhaps, was his instan-
tanous thought. As if Clarke Steyner,
the gentlest soul alive, could have been
abrupt or patronizing !

“] beg your pardon,” he began, “If I
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have seemed—"

And then Eecleston found bis tongue.
“You have seemed nothing but what is
most delicate and kind,” he interrupted,

The flush died away, and aimost a pal-
lor succeeded as in a few brief words he
gave his acceptance and thanks. The
words were so simple they might have
sounded cold but for the warmth of his
eyes, the intensity of his tone; and the
clasp of his hand,as he said “Goodnight,”
had in it 50 much meaning that Clarke
Steyner in » moment recognized a great
deal—not all—of the sad, sore struggle of
these years of deprivation.

Iv.

The little table was sel in the little
room, & fire burned in the grate, and the
one pictare—the lovely Violante—samiled
as Eecleston  entered. = Alice, sitting in
abstraction over a hook, glanced up with
a quick smile, but the smils chased s
shadow, 3

“How bright you look, Jobn! Have

you bean {0 seo Mr. Steyner?” she|®d

asked, i
'“Yes, { have beon to see Mr. Steymer
Alice.”

There was something in his voice which
Alice could not understand; something in
his &yes; $o0—a soft spaxkle’she cenld
understand as lLittle. She was glad for
him to have such pleasure with Mr. Stay-
ner; but there came to her, as there will
to the most generons somekimes, a little
pang  of loneliness at the contrast of this
pleasure. She had been 50 specially lone-
ly on this night before Thanksgiving.
The tears were in her eyes & moment ago
at the thought of other days, and the ob-
scure nncertainty of the present. She had
asked for sympathy snd consolation; for
somebody to comprehend her mood, to
say some tenderer word than usual, to
look some sweoter look. But she was
very glad that John had had his pleasure,
and yet—and yet there lurked that slender
thread of pain. He pat down af {able,
keeping still that soft sparkle of ejoy-
ment, quite oblivions of the extra pains
Alice bad taken—of the perfumed choeo-
late that steamed fragrant in the cups, of
the pretty attire that set off her loveliness.
How strange it was! Had he forget this
night. the eve of her birthday? She tried
to meet his mood as usual  She tried to
put out of sight all her “cross and pas-
sion,” and be as bright as he; but as she
met his eyes, and saw only the gleam of
airy mirthfulness, and listened $o his al-
most exaggerated jesting, a shiver ran
over her.

“What is it, Ally ?" he asked Has this
dreadful little house, with ita thousand-
and-one cracks and crannies, given you
the ague?’

It was not soc much the words as the
light, jocose tone that jarred with the
words; and to-gether it proved the drop
too much. She tried to answer him, but
instead burst into a flood of tears.

“Ally, Ally, what have I done?”

Ho started from his seat, and going to
her side, bent over her with such fond
concern that in her uncontrolled state she
sobbed out some words that could not
fail to enlighten him of her feeling.

“I have been s great blunderer, Alice,
but I meant it all for the best.”

And then he took her in his arms, and
he told her the good news that had
brought such unnsual gladness to his face,
and sgch buoyancy to his manner
night | e

“And we will go back agsin to all the
dear old scenes, John; and you will have
-mdumu.ot. John, whatsa
Thankagiving this will be to us after all I

And the tesrs flowed afresh, but they
were oo langer tears of bitterness. And
presently, when they bad looked at, this
to talk of Steyner, and John wondered
and questioned out of the simplicity of
his nature the meaning of his election.

“You dear, modest. old John !” she
cried, “how could any man of discern-
ment kmow you as Mr. Bteyner has with-
out knowing yon wera worth something ?
And, John—"

She paused,  looking vp at him wist-

fally and shyly.

on this
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“Well, what ia it ?”

“Not if you don’t wish it, dear John ;
but I thought you—that he might like
it”

“J showld like it, Alice ; but youn—"'

] should like it very much, John ; and
and I am so glad that yondo. I was
afraid you might not, living as we do ;
for you never have brought him home
with you, you know.”

“Yes, I know ; but, Alice, do you know
that T have not becsuse I thomght it
would be distasteful to you in our way of
living."”

They regarded each other s moment
in . silence. It was Alice who
brokeit, and her voice faltered ns she
spoke. :

“Oh, John, how we have misunderstood
each other all these years, and I—"

‘He bowed his cheek to her head, and
held her a little closer as be interrupt-

“But we have loved each other, my
darlihg, let bs alwayd remember that.”

‘There ensued a longer silence, and then
John said brightly, in his old debonair
manner : “So we are to bid Mr. Stey-
ner here for to morrow, are we ?”

And Alice answered as brightly : “If
customed crystal and Sevres dinner-ser-
vice, Mr. Eccleston 7"

“]I am not afraid of his missing any-
thing if he dines with Mr.Eccleston,” he
answered, with tender gayety.

And so that very night Clarke Steyner
was bidden to John Eccleston's Thanks-
giving. I think he had no less than four
invitations to great houses, where there
was brilliant company, and where the
lenst wns gerved on crystal and Sevres ;
but he never hesitated & moment when,
John coming in upon him unexpecfedly,
said simply : “I want you to dine with
us to-morrow if you ean, Mr. Bleyner.”

“My dear fellow,” he answered, quick-
ly and cordially, “nothing would give me
more pleasure.”

And sitting at Mrs. Eccleston’s right
hand the next day, I am very sure thathe
ner-service. And sitting there too, he
comprehended mare of John Eocsleston’s
life than he had ever dome before. Of
course they talked of Art ; neither Clarke
Steyner nor John Eecleston ocould be
long in any company where there was
any sympathy or taste that way without
drifting intoit ; and so, of course, the
Violante was discussed. Mr. Steyner
was delighted with it, and even satisfied
meant to proffer his request quite yet,
but he was led into it involuntarily by
this talk.

“I have been thinking,” he said, slow-
ly and thoughtfully, looking all the time
at tha Violante, “if yon would make me
another copy of that fancy head, when
you are in Dreaden—I know thal no
ocopy but yours will satiefy me now."

Alice’s eyes literally glowed with the
intensity of her delight ; but“her hus-
band—“that dear, modest old John"—
a8 she called him, murmured out some-
ability ; and then Mr. Steyner loosed his
hnguuﬂady. and told him of Valai's

praise.
Agsin Clarke Steyner saw that great
red flush mount to John Eecleston's
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